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The Weekend  
By: Amber Hanophy 
 
Today 
When I watch the sun set 
On a grassy hill two blocks from the crooked swing set, 
I let the warmth soak into my cheeks. 
As my face grows cold 
So does the air. 
The sun greets the horizon 
Like a familiar lover. 
I am reminded of you. 
 
Tomorrow 
When I watch salty water kiss the shore 
And steal grains of sand from underneath my toes, 
I will collect only the broken seashells 
and allow them to make home in my cotton lined pocket. 
If I stare at my little piece of the sea 
For just a second too long, 
I see your face. 
 
Sunday morning 
When I’m tangled in my linen sheets 
I watch the darkness bid farewell to the air. 
I think of ways to forgive you 
Like a drunk bastard  
Trying to reason his way for a glass of whiskey. 
The light hits my wooden bed frame 
And I roll over. 
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